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Tense 


Author's Notes: 
I\ve been in love with GN\R for a long time, but believe it or not, this is my first fan fiction about them. 


It was hypnotizing. Izzy could barely focus on the words he was supposed to be signing. He was sure 
everything coming out of his mouth was gibberish. But every syllable seemed to show up on Duff's lips 
perfectly. Izzy was looking right at them. Duff was hunched over to reach the mic, which was set for Izzy's 
height. Their faces were close together, close enough that if one of them swayed or moved, their sweaty 
cheeks brushed. Izzy could feel Duff's hair tickling his own ear, could feel their breath mingling in the air in 
front of them. 


Duff peeked over at Izzy, to find him staring intently. As soon as there was a break in backing vocals, Duff 
pulled back from the mic, leaned over to Izzy's ear, never stopped playing, and asked "Dude, what's up?" he 


moved back into place. 


Izzy moved over to Duff, who slumped down so Izzy could get his mouth next to his ear "Nothin, why?". 


The cycle repeated. 
"You were staring at me" 
"No | wasn- TAKE ME DOWN TO THE ..." 


They both dove back for the mic to continue singing. Their foreheads touched softly as they sang and Izzy's 
cheeks flushed, his hands twitched, he missed a note. Duff gave him a look that clearly said "What the fuck?" 


"Goodnight!" Axl took a big sweeping bow, signaling the end of the show. The crowd cheered for another encore, 
but it didn't look like one was happening tonight. Axl stuck the mic back on the stand and headed backstage, his 


band following close behind. 


"Thawassa goo'sshow!" Slash slurred, leaning heavily against Steven, who was having trouble holding him up. Axl 


didn't acknowledge him, just crossed his arms and stared at a wall angrily. 


"Slash, come ON." Steven gasped as his knees buckled. Slash had passed out, putting all his weight on Steven "Oh 
son of a bitch" Steven managed to keep Slash's limp body from falling. 


"PEF" Izzy smirked "At least he made it through the show, Axl." he put a hand on Axl's shoulder, sensing this 
could end very badly if Axl wanted it to. 


"Yeah, | guess there's that." Axl spat, looking down at Slash in disgust. 


"Axl, could you please help me get him on the bus?" Steven looked up at him with his big blue eyes. Axl 


grumbled something in protest. "Axl, pleeeease! He's too heavy for me!" 
"Make Duff help, he's the biggest!" Axl snapped back 


"| can't." Duff mumbled. He had taken up residence on the couch in some dressing room, stretched out as 
much as he could. 


"Why the fuck not?!" Axl asked shrilly. 

"My back hurts." Duff replied 

"You're not old enough to be complaining about your back!" Axl pulled at his hair. 

"Axl, just get Slash in the bus. And you should stay there, too and cool off, you're getting ridiculous” Izzy said. 
"FINE" Axl threw his arms up "Fine, fine, fuckin’ FINE. But if | have to stay on the bus, SO DOES STEVEN!" he 


took half of Slash from Steven and they drug him out together. Izzy rolled his eyes and wandered in to where 
Duff was laying. 


"Hey," Izzy said, nudging Duff's dangling arm with his boot. Duff made a small noise in greeting. "What's this 
about your back?" he sat down on the edge of the couch. 


"Hurts." Duff mumbled. Izzy lit a cigarette and put it in Duff's mouth, then lit another for himself. 
"You don't usually complain after a show." Izzy said. 


"Well | had to bend over to reach the mic tonight, usually we have separate ones. Plus there was all the 


talking." Izzy looked guiltily at his hands, feeling terrible all of the sudden 

‘Sorry, Duffy," Izzy muttered, taking a long drag on his cigarette. 

"Don't sweat it," Duff shrugged, taking a drag of his own cigarette. He exhaled and blinked a few times as the 
smoke wafted back into his face. "So why'd you keep starin' at me onstage, Iz?" he asked. Izzy paused, cigarette 
halfway to his mouth. 

"| wasn't starin',' he said coolly. He took another drag. 

"Yeah you were. | was watchin’ you. You were staring at me like the whole time." 

"No | wasn't," Izzy's voice grew sharp. 

"Jeez fine. You're acting so weird," Duff rolled his eyes and stuffed his cigarette back into his mouth. They 
smoked in silence for a few minutes. Duff adjusted himself into a sitting position so Izzy could lean against the 
back of the couch. Izzy moved into the spot that had been made for him. They were silent for another minute. 


"You can lay back down, | don't want your back to keep hurting,” Izzy muttered. 


"ls cool," Duff shrugged his shoulders, then bit his lip with a hiss. Izzy gave him a pitying look before dropping 
his cigarette onto the carpet and rubbing it out with his boot. 


"Turn around. 
"Why?" 


"Just do it, Duff," Izzy moved so he was sitting on his knees, facing Duff. Duff turned around slowly, his back 


now to Izzy. 


"So what're you doin?" Duff asked curiously, peeking over his shoulder. Izzy put his hands on Duff's shoulders 
and started rubbing. 


"You need to loosen up," Izzy replied. Duff grunted in reply, relaxing back into Izzy's hands. 


"That feels awesome.." Duff groaned. Izzy replied quietly, but what he said was unintelligible. His cheeks flushed 
again "Ah- right there," Duff said as Izzy dug his thumbs in right under Duff's shoulder blades. Izzy continued 
working on that spot. Eventually he continued massaging the rest of Duff's back, until Duff stretched and 
yawned, his back popping. "Thanks Izzy," he said. 


"You're welcome. Had enough?" Izzy tried smiling at him, but it looked like he had a tick. 
"Yeah, that feels a lot better," Duff smiled normally at Izzy. 
"0-Okay then" Izzy nodded awkwardly and got up to leave. Duff grabbed his wrist. 


"C'mon, we've got time to ourselves. Why would you leave?" he smiled again, effortlessly. Izzy wondered why 


Duff could smile so easily. 
Because he's not me and I'm not him.. Izzy told himself. 


"Sit down" he told Izzy. 


"Okay," Izzy sat back where he'd been sitting, his body rigid, cheeks warm from the contact between him and 
Duff. He sat stiffly in silence. 


"Izzy.. You high, man?" Duff cocked an eyebrow and leaned to look Izzy in the face. Izzy shrugged his shoulders 
slightly and shook his head. 


"Nah, man." 


"Then you're the one that needs to loosen up, not me." Duff grabbed Izzy and started rubbing his shoulders. 
Izzy, wanting to avoid the possibility of himself doing something weird, swatted his hands away. 


"Duff, | don't need to loosen up," he snapped. 


"Yeah, you dol" Duff insisted "You're fuckin' tense, dude." He grabbed Izzy's shoulders again. Izzy scooted away, 
but Duff just scooted with him. 


"Duff, stop it!" Izzy was trying not to laugh as he continued scooting until he was all the way to the other side 
of the sofa. Duff smirked and grabbed his shoulders, at this point more tickling than massaging Izzy. "Duff!" 
Izzy started giggling. 


"What? Do you like being all tense and stuff?" Duff teased. Izzy just laughed, turning around to face Duff so he 
couldn't get to his shoulders. Duff climbed over Izzy's legs, scrambling to try and get at him again Izzy held 
him off at arm's length, but Duff's arms were longer. Duff got Izzy's ribs, just touching anywhere to make 


Izzy laugh now. 


"Du-hu-huuu-huuufl" he giggled, shoving him away futilely. He managed to hit the arm Duff was using to prop 
himself up on. Duff fell onto Izzy, both of them laughing. Duff picked himself up on one arm, just smiling down 
at Izzy. 

"Feeling better?" he asked, leaning down at Izzy's face. Izzy stopped laughing instantly. 


"Y-yeah. Can you get off now?" he squeaked. His face was turning red. He didn't want Duff to see it. He 


managed to scoot back a little into less of a laying down position, so hair was falling in his face. 

"..oh.. OH!" Duff managed to notice what position he was in. "Uh, sorry." he mumbled, his face was turning red 
too. But he didn't move. Instead, he reached out with his free hand, hesitantly, to brush the hair out of Izzy's 
face. Izzy didn't look up at Duff. Duff slowly put his hand on Izzy's jaw. 

"Duff...2" Izzy whispered, his voice cracking. Duff licked his lips a little bit. "Duff?" Izzy repeated. Duff's hand 
was still on his jaw. Duff leaned forward, a little closer to Izzy's face. Izzy stiffened, shrinking back into the 
couch a little. 

"You're still tense," Duff mumbled. He leaned the rest of the way forward and pressed his lips very softly to 
Izzy's. Izzy relaxed, moving a hand up to put on the back of Duff's neck But Duff pulled back before Izzy 
managed to place it. Duff hovered for a second, just looking at Izzy's eyes. 

"That was.." Izzy licked his lips. 

"Weird? Yeah," Duff sat back on his knees, his cheeks red. 

"No... just, like.. unexpected?" Izzy shrugged. 

"Seemed like a good time to do it," Duff also shrugged, biting his lip. 

"Not too bad, | guess," Izzy agreed "But it was a little..uh" 

"Gay?" Duff finished for him. 

"Well yeah, but you can-" 

"Never talk to you again?" Duff looked away. 


"Stop finishing my sentences! | meant.. like, try it again. Maybe it'll be.. better?" Izzy said. 


"Uh... okay," Duff smiled incredulously. He moved back to where he had been and Izzy put his hand where he'd 


meant to earlier, pulling Duff down. 


